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not merely because he kept the score and called it out,
but because he created an atmosphere. He was a
young man, whose profile was rather like that of the
Mad Hatter; his face was all nose, teeth, and glitter-
ing eye; and he had an ecclesiastical dignity and
gravity of manner. He handed over the rest or the
half-butt like one serving at an altar. To see him
place the red on the spot was to realize at once the
greatness of the occasion. Best of all was to watch
him removing, with his white-gloved hands, specks of
dust or films of moisture from a ball. The voice in
which he called out the scores was the most imper-
sonal I have ever heard. It was a voice that belonged
to solemn ritual, and it did as much as the four walls
and the thickly curtained windows to withdraw us
from ordinary life and Leicester Square. And with-
drawn we certainly were. After a few minutes the
world of daylight and buses and three o'clock winners
receded, faded, vanished. I felt as if we were all sitting
at ease somewhere at the bottom of the Pacific.

Davis had a broad face and wore a brown suit*
Newman had a long narrow face and wore a black
waistcoat and striped trousers. Davis was the more
stolid and cheerful. Newman suggested temperament.
Apart from these details, I could discover no differ-
ence between them. They were both demi-gods. In
the great world outside, I can imagine that one might
pass them by as fellows of no particular importance,
just pleasant, clean, neat men with north-country
accents. But in this tiny world of bright-green cloth